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"Then at it they went like devils,
In the sulphurous nether pit, And the air was rent with the groans
Of those who were mortally hit. The men were butchered in heaps,
For, once they got a start, And their blood went to boiling point,
'Twas the Dickens the fools to part.
" I emptied my revolver,
Firing left and right, While up and down I stormed
In the heart of that murderous fight. My coat was shot to ribbons,
And my hat had a dozen holes, But still I raged, while around
The men were dropping in shoals.
" At last they threw down their guns,
As a sign that they would yield, And I stood aghast when I gazed
Upon the battlefield. Of my gallant company
But twenty men were left. The rest were lying silent
As if of life bereft.
" 'Twas very strange to see
The rivers of blood they shed. One would judge by the gore that an army corps
In that court was lying dead.